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From the Pastor’s Journal. 
RECOLLECTIONS OF A PASTOR. 


“ There is a friend of mine,” said one of my flock 
to me, ‘‘ with whom I should wish you to have some 
religious conversation. She will visit me soon, and 
if possible I will give you information of it.” But 
why do you wish me to converse with her in parti- 
cular? ** She is the daughter of a Christian mother, 
and was educated in the right way; but has left it 
for the Universal doctrine.” Other explanations 
were given, and I consented to converse with the 
young lady, at some convenient time. Several 
weeks passed away, and I heard nothing more of 


made the above request, and found the subject of it 
at her house, on a social visit. ‘Two or three other 
young ladies were present; which, though I re- 
membered my consent to converse with her on the 
subject of personal religion, seemed to render it in- 
expedient to say any thing on the subject of Univer- 
salism. I however watched my opportunity of in- 
troducing some thoughts respecting the importance 
oflaying up for ourselves, in youth, a better trea- 
sure than this world contains: with such reference 
to the absolute necessity of repentance and conver- 
sion to God, as crossed the track of her belief. She 
was a young lady of great promptness, as well as of 
strong native sense; and not easily intimidated with 
the prospect of a little discussion. As I had expec- 
ted, she took me up immediately, giving us to un- 
derstand that she had very different views of the pa- 
ternal ciaracter of God. In_ her opinion, it was 
not reasonable to suppose, that he was such a tyrant 
as to punish his creatures eternally, for not perform- 
ing what they could not do, without his special 
grace to enable them ; nor that he would suffer the 
adversary to carry off the victory from his Son. 
This was precisely the disclosure which I had wish- 
ed to draw from her, and afforded the opportunity 
of a friendly discussion, as I could perceive, with 
the cheerful consent of the rest of the company.— 
The discussion was altogether friendly but unusu- 
ally protracted for the place. I felt a little uneasi- 
hess come over me, more than onee, lest it should 
be continved too long; & yet no chance was afford- 
edof concluding it in a satisfactory manner, with- 
out touching upon many points. At length, we 
reached the last objection and argument, she could 
recollect in favor of Universalism; and with the 
same kind feelings with which the argument com- 
menced, and augmented seriousness, I added a few 
Practical considerations, which appeared to make 
an impression on her mind. “ If were to believe,” 
she replied, **as you do, I should be most misera- 
ble.” “ Bat what, my young friend, if it should be 
found, after all, that things are as I have stated ? 
our reluctance to believe them, your dread of 
aving them true, will not help you. You have 
told me repeatedly in this conversation, that you 
find great satisfaction in your belief—that you are 
peaceful and happy; but what if you should find, 
at last, that this, peace has been an awful delusion ? 
tter be honest with yourself and know the worst 
of your case, while you have opportunity to escape 
the wrath to come.” So much had my feelings of 
Compassion for her become excited, at this stage of 
the conversation, that I could not conclude without 
‘mportunately urging her to give the subject a more 
candid and prayerful attention. : 
Several months passed, and I heard no more of 
‘ss D. Indeed her distance from my habitation 
and sphereof labor, did not leave me the prospect of 


my church, and was more reserved than before on 
the subject of Universalism. Another Christian ac- 
quaintance of her’s informed me, that she had lost 
her cheerfulness, and appeared very unhappy on 
some account. Ait last, a request came from her- 
self, for some further conversation with me on the 
subject of religion. I complied with the request, 
and found that all and more, that my mind liad 
surmised respecting her, was true. She had return- 
ed from the visit, at which I had been introduced 
to her, with very serious thoughts. She went 
again tothe ‘‘ Universal” church, and heard, and 
tried to be satisfied with the delusion ; but it only 
added to her fears. She continued to attend, until 
her apprehensions of being fatally deluded became 
intolerable. In that state of mind, she one evening 
returned from the house of smooth decetts, and, en- 
tering her chamber, threw herself down before Him 
who seeth in secret, and besought Him, with strong 
desires, to show her the right way. From that mo- 
ment, her favourite teacher was deserted. She 
could never again venture into the place where she 
had been so miserably and almost fatally deceived. 
Such was her account of herself; and which cor- 
responded with the subsequent result. It was 
some time before she found true peace and joy in 
believing. When she did, it was accompanied 
with a remarkably humble and self-diffident spirit. 
Her Christian friends, who watched the progress 
of her convictions, and observed the blessed change 
which appeared in her temper, conversation and 
manner of life, had strong confidence in her piety, 
long before she dared to entertain more than a trem- 
bling hope for herself. That trembling hope be- 
came, however, gradually more decided and satis- 
factory.—She was enabled to separate herself visi- 
bly unto Christ, and commemorate with heartfelt 
gratitude and joy, his sacrifice upon the cross. 
From that time, she lived a new life by faith in his 
name. Her appearance was habitually thatiofa 
meek disciple, who esteemed others better than 
himself. But her course was short. A sedentary 
life, to which she had been for several years accus- 
tomed, at last induced a pulmomtry complaint, that 
terminated her earthly existence. Her behaviour, 
in her afflictions, and during the days and nights 
of her painful disheartening sickness, was exempla- 
ry, and most gratifying to her Christian friends. 
Her faith was strong in redeeming mercy ; and her 
end peace. ‘ Weep not for me,” she said, ‘I have 
no fears of death.” 

The amiable Miss D. has gone to her rest, and 
will soon *be forgotten, except by her weeping 
friends; but I would not consign to oblivion the 
grace of God, which appeared in her, nor the 
means by which that almighty grace accomplished 
her salvation. The recollection of her is associa- 
ted, in my mind, with several practical reflections. 

1. We should never despair of the conversion 
of any sinner to Christ—particularly of those, con- 
cerning whom it can be said, they are the child- 
ren of godly parents. They have been dedicated 
to God, and often presented to him in the arms of 
prayer. 

2. Religious discussion, of the right kind, is al- 
together calculated to do good. But to deserve 
this character, it must be the discussion of impor- 
tant, practical points; it must be carried on with 
the utmost good will, and be accompanied or fol- 
lowed by earnest prayer for wisdom and grace from 
above. The angry disputes, which so often occur 
among professing Christians, and, I may add, the 
controversial books, written by some in the same 





meeting with her soon, if ever again. But after 


the same rank with those who entirely neglect it. 
3. There is no system of error more cruel in 
its consequences than Universalism. It shuts up 
the kingdom of Heaven against the young and un- 
converted sinner, as effectually as Deism or Athe- 
ism. I can scarcely refrain from tears, even at 
this distance of time, when I think of the religious 
state of Miss D. when I first saw her. She had 
actually put away from her all thoughts of earnest- 
ly seeking to enter in at the strait gate; nor was it, 
in the nature of the case, possible that she should 
thus seek it, till she was delivered from her delu- 
sion. ‘The manner in which she ever after alluded 
to it, was truly affecting. She regarded it asa 
subject of repentance. Many, I have reason to be- 
lieve, were the tears of contrition which she shed 
over it. Let all, who are enticed in this most ac- 
commodating and broad way, remember that the 
end thereof is the way of death. 

4, Very great good might result to individuals 
and to the church of God, from a careful improve- 
ment of every epportunity to communicate instruc- 
tion or Christian reproof to individuals. There 
are, at present, several interesting members of my 
church, who have been brought into the family of 
Christ through the instrumentality of pious conver- 
sation. ‘The pastor or some other individual found 
them in a state of alienation from God, miserable 
wanderers from the path of life, and seriously warn- 
ed them, and perhaps extreated them with affection- 
ate earnestness, to escape from the wrath to come. 
And O, how great, how wonderful has been the 
result. They are now travellers to the New Jeru- 
salem, are trophies of redeeming mercy.—How ma- 
ny others might be added to their number, were 
intelligent Christians, or even all Christian pastors, 
intent upon improving their opportunities. Vervus. 














RELIGION. 











For the Youth’s Companion. 
IS NOT THIS STRANGE ? 


I suppose that most of the children who read the 
Youth’s Companion are called good children. They 
do not take the name of God in vain, they do not 
lie or steal—they attend regularly at the Sabbath 
School and while there give some attention to their 
lessons—they go to the House of God, and while 
there, would not be guilty of improper behaviour. 
They are careful perhaps to say their prayers when 
they lie down and when they rise up. Yet afterall, 
they do not love to think of God and eternity—Is 
fot this strange ? 

But why do you not love to think of God? He 
created you and keeps you alive, and gives you 
whatever you need from day today. He has spread 
out the firmament with all its shining orbs, and the 
earth with its hills and vallies, its fruits and flowers. 
He has given you a goodly land to dwell in, his holy 
word to guide you in the path of life, parents to 
watch over you.—Is he not a good Being? Is it for 
this that you try to forget him? Ono, I hear some 
of you say, we do not try to forget a Being who 
does us good. We mean to be grateful to those 
who bestow favours upon us, and make what returns 
we can for their goodness. We know that our 
Creator gives us life and all the blessings we en- 
joy—we cannot think we are so wicked as to try 
to forget him because he has done us good. 

You know that God is infinitely merciful; that 
he gave his only begotten Son to die that you might 
live ; that he is waiting to be gracious, and will re- 
ceive all who come to him through Jesus Christ. 











spirit, bring injury rather than advantage to the 


He says“ turn ye, turn ye, why will ye dic?”—He 
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has sent his Spirit to strive with you; he has sent 
a voice to ery, “this isthe way, walk ye therein.” 
He has sent conscience to warn you, ministers to 
plead with you, parents to pray for you. Is he not 
a merciful Being ; and is it for this that you dislike 
to think of him? You will say perhaps, O no, it 
is not for this. Well, then, consider seriously that 
God is not only merciful and gracious, but he is 
also just and holy. ‘Ihe heavens are said to be un- 
clean in his sight—His piercing eye reaches to the 
bottom of your hearts, and the thoughts and deter- 
minations which you hide from others are all known 
to him. He knows all the sins you commit; and 
he has said he will by no means clear the guilty. 
He is not only infinitely just and holy, but he is om- 
nipotent. He can execute all his pleasure. Has 
he said and will he not doit? Ue has threatened 
to destroy the wicked, and who shall hinder him? 
He is almighty ; yet he will do no wrong, all his 
attributes are holy. His justice is a holy justice. 
Ah, this is what makes you loth to think of God. 
It is because he is holy, just and good, and you are 
sinners; and unless you repent he will execute his 
threatenings upon you. Can you mention any oth- 
er reason why you do not love to think of God?— 
You have broken the law of God which requires 
you to love him with all your heart. Jesus Christ 
says “‘ come unto me,” but you have not come, and 
why is it? Because you are more in love with sin 
and the pleasures of this world, than with your Sa- 
viour. And is it true that you have so soon learn- 
ed to forget God? Are your hearts become so hard, 
already, that you do not love to pray? Have you so 
soon begun to love darkness rather than light, be- 
cause your deeds are evil? ‘Then it is time to re- 
turn to him whom you have thus early forsaken, and 
pray to him whom you have offended, that your sins 
may be forgiven. Some have thought that children 
were not sinners; but you who go to the Sabbath 
school know, if there are any children who are not 
sinners they must be much younger than you are. 
Ifthere be any children who are not sinners, no 
doubt they spend their time in praising God. It is 
their delight to serve him and lisp the song of heav- 
en. They must be like the seraphs around the 
throne of God. If there be any such children, 
surely they must bein heaven. I do not write for 
such. I write for you who know that you are 
sinners. I have told you what the reason is that 
you do not love to think of God and eternity. Is it 
not true? Come, then, and give your hearts to 
God, “ before the evil days come and the years 
draw nigh, when you shall say I have no pleasure 
in them,” 8. D. 


From the N. H. Observer. 
VISIT TO A GRAVE-YARD, 

There are seasons when the soul loves to wrap 
itself up in its own reflection and converse with 
past years, or else send the eager imagination 
down the vale of athousand ages. After the mind 
becomes fatigued with the noise and bustle of bu- 
siness, it finds a melancholy pleasure in retiring 
within the sanctuary of its own thoughts. 

In one ofthese musing moments, | hurried from 
the scene of my cares, reckless whither I went, if I 
might escape from the perplexities of business and 
the intrusion of the world. I had walked some 
distance, and unexpectedly found myself in the vi- 
cinity of a burying ground. ‘The time and the place 
were congenial to my soul, and urged me to em- 
brace the opportunity of giving myself up to the 
current of my feelings. It wasa beautiful summer 
evening, and the moon was shedding her silver 
beams on the silent tenements of the dead. While 
standing in the midst of this assemblage of depart- 
ed men, bending over the ‘‘ narrow house,” and en- 
deavouring to decipher the name, and age, and 
story of its occupant, I felt myself in the presence 
of another feneration. The spirits of the dead 
seemed speaking to me from the tomb, and their 
‘language was of other worlds.” 

Wealth, and beauty, and pride, were sleeping 
with the beggar who had lain himself down to ex- 
pire alone and unmourned. Ambition had given 


searches. The trump of fame—the silver tongue 
of flattery—the voice of slander and malevolence, 
and even the sweet accents of love and friendship 
awoke not the sleeper. The worm reveled where 
once bloomed the rose of health, or nestled where 
shone the star of beauty. The voice of affection, 
or the groan of agony, was not heard among this 
multitude ; and had the drapery of death been with- 
drawn, no smile or tear would have been seen on 
the cheek of one of this vast community. Oh, 
where, I mentally exclaimed, have fled those thirst- 
ings for wealth, or honour, or fame, and those long- 
ings for immortality, which once swelled the bosoms 
of these departed men; and how have the tender 
ties been broken which bound this multitude to- 
gether! Did the tenants of this vale of death once 
feel as men now feel? Had they the same hopes 
and fears and joys and sorrows which men now have ? 

My heart sickened as I looked back again on 
lifé, and I almost wished to rest with the forgotten 
multitude. Is this then the termination of man’s 
career? Do the fires of genius go out in the grave, 
and is there no part of man which will survive the 
wreck of nature, and live when the sun and stars 
fade away? In this anxious, inquiring state, the 
declarations of the sacred volume recurred to my 
mind, and satisfied my inquiries. My soul follow- 
ed the prophetic visions of inspired men, till the si- 
lence which reigned around me should be broken 
by the last trumpet. I saw the dead starting into 
life and coming forth on every side of me, and the 
Judge descending ‘‘ with power and great glory,” to 
decide the character and fix the abodes of the risen 
multitudes. On the right, the gates of the blessed 
city were open, and on the left the prison of despair 
was ready to receive its victims. Among this 
great company I seemed to stand myself, waiting 
for a sentence which should be to me the com- 
mencement of eternal joy or sorrow, and I faintly 
conceived what it would be to catch the spirit and 
learn the song of Angels—or ‘‘ Converse with ever- 
lasting groans.” 

Looking back from the spot where thought had 
transported me, on the busy, anxious scenes I had 
left, oh how did the world appear! Had it charms? 
Alas! they had passed away. The syren song 
reached not the ear in which had thundered the 
peals of the last truampet—and revelry and mirth 
found no votary in the presence of the Judge. 

I retired from this solemn place with my feelings 
chastened, and my pride and unholy ambition sub- 
dued. I felt that I should love the world less all 
my life. My soul clung to the Saviour as my last— 
my only—my best refuge, and fixing all my affec- 
tions on him, I thought I could rejoice even amidst 
the wreck of worlds. ALPHA. 
Se ______ 

MORALITY. 


From the Youth’s Journal. 

AN AWFUL EVENT CONNECTED WITH SABBATH- 
. BREAKING. 

Mr.Editor,—WhileI resided in Connecticut, and 
had charge of a church and people, I was once on 
a visiting tour among my relatives and friends. 
On my return with my wife, we came into the town 
of N , where we had connexions. Wishing 
te tarry a few-days, | agreed upon an exchange 
with the Minister of the place. On Friday before 
his departure, he said he must go and visit a boy 
badly hurt by a fall from atree. I accompanied 
him to the house of the widowed mother of the un- 
happy lad. He was probably about 12 or 14 years 
old—an unlucky child, without a father and guide, 
and not under proper restraint by his mother. In- 
deed, he was premature in wicked practices of ly- 
ing, swearing, idling, and the like. 

On the Sabbath preceding, he went with some 
other boys on a chesnuting tour, instead of resorting 
to a place of public worship. For some reason or 
other he ascended a high chesnut tree, and declar- 
ed to the boys on the ground that there was a squir- 
rel’s nest there. Whether true or not, I am not 
confident; but at any rate the boys doubted the 
truth of his assertion. He then, with daring bold- 











eet 
——_ 
= 


mighty would strike him dead.” As he uttered 
these impious and presumptuous words, he fel] a 
distance of 30 or 40 feet, and was so fractured in 
his limbs, and bruised in his body, that he was jn 
great distress. While I was present, he appeared 
to be shattered in his mental powers—was profane 
and incoherent in what he uttered.—He died that 
day, and on Saturday I attended his funeral. Thys 
perished this heedless and wicked boy. Had he 
gone to the place of worship he might have heen 
secure. But he defied God’s word—profaned his 
Sabbath, and became the victim of sudden and aw. 
ful destruction.—Let parents and children learn 
from this example, to reverence the institutions of 
heaven—to fear God and keep his commandments 
lest they also be overtaken, ir their sins, and die 
unprepared, 
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THE SABBATH SCHOOL. 








For the Youth’s Compenion, 
THE SACRIFICE OF ABRAHAM, 

The Scholars had recited their lessons, and their 
several teachers were employed, some in expound. 
ing to their classes the meaning of the portion of 
scripture recited, others were hearing and asking 
questions of their scholars, and others, still, were 
affectionately inviting and entreating the children 
of their charge to flee from the wrath to come, by 
accepting the offers of salvation, freely made in the 
Gospel,—pointing them to the Saviour of lost sip. 
ners, whom they represented as standing with open 
arms and saying “‘ suffer little children to come un- 
to me, and forbid them not;” when by a well known 
rap by the superintendant, the schcol was called to 
order; every eye was fixed on him, and a profound 
silence ensued— 
“My dear children,” said the superintendant, 
‘agreeably to my promise the last Sabbath I shal! 
now proceed with the history of Canaan, by relat- 
ing one of the most affecting transactions recorded 
inthe Bible. Nocharacter in scripture is recorded 
which exhibits such illustrious examples of genuine 
faith asthat of Abraham. He is in this particular 
held up as our pattern, and is called “ the father of 
the faithful.” 

When Abram came to Sichem (where you remem- 
ber we left the history the last sabbath) ‘‘the Canaan- 
ite was then in the land” but the Lord appeared un- 
to him and said “unto thy seed will I give this 
land.” But the Bible tells us that he gave him none 
inheritance in it, no not so much as to set his foot 
on. This promise was made “when as yet he had 
no child,” and he had become an old man. But 
he believed God, and it was “‘ accounted to him for 
righteousness.” 

At length, when he was a hundred years old, the 
Lord, according to his promise, blessed him witha 
son.—Now Abraham could rejoice in the faithful- 
ness of God, and altho’ aged and drawing nigh to 
the grave himself, he could, with pleasure, contem- 
plate the innumerable decendants of his beloved 
son “‘of whom it was said, In Isaac shall thy seed 
be called.” 

But hark! what awful words does the venera- 
ble Patriarch hear! His faith is now to be put to 
the severest test. ‘T'ake now thy son, says God, 
thine only son Isaac, whom thou lovest, and get 
thee into the land of Moriah,* and offer him there 
for a burnt offering upon one of the mountains 
which I will tell thee of.” 

Trying as was this command, Abraham obeys. 
Nothing was too much for him to sacrifice at the 
command of God. But where was to be the promis- 
ed seed when Isaac was dead? .The seed was 
to inherit the promised land. Could he» expect 
other sons now he was about to go down to the 
grave? No; but he was willing to submit all to 
God. ‘He hoped against hope, accounting that 
God was able to raise him up even from the dead. 

Steady to his purpose, “he took the wood of the 
burnt offering, and laid it upon Isaac his son, and 

‘ 


* « The land of Moriah” is supposed to embrace Mount Mere 
ah, Mount Calvary and the region thereabout,; and it is highly 
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ness declared, “‘ If there was not, he hoped the Al- 


probable that the mountain which God showed him was the one 
on which our Saviour was afterwards crucified. 
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ne took the fire in his hand, and aknife; and they 
yenton, both of them together. And Isaac spake 
yuto Abraham his father, and said My father? And 
he said, Here am I,my son. And he said, Behold 
the fire and the wood, but where is the lamb for a 
burnt offering 2” 

Such a question from a beloved and only son un- 
Jer such circumstances must have overpowered the 
fortitude of the Patriarch, but for his tirm reliance 
on the faithfulness of his covenant God. It was 
ihig Which supported him, and calmed his troubled 
mind. “And Abraham said, My son, God will pro- 
vide himself a lamb for a burnt offering: so they 
went on both of them together. And they came to 
the place which God had told him of; and Abraham 
built an altar there, and laid the wood in order ; and 
pound Isaac his son, and laid him on the altar upon 
the wood. And Abraham stretched forth his hand 
and took the knife to slay his son.” 

[t is frequently in the last extremity that the Lord 
brings deliverance to his afflicted children, and it 
wasnot until Abraham had raised his hand and 
was already giving the fatal stroke, that ‘‘ the angel 
of the Lord called to him out of heaven, and said, 
Abraham, Abraham, lay not thy hand upon the lad, 
for now I know that thou fearest God, seeing thou 
hast not withheld thy son, thine only son from me.” 

My dear young friends, what, suppose you, must 
have been the joy and gratitude of this pious father 
on having his beloved son thus unexpectedly restor- 
edtohim? If he needed divine support to enable 
him toobey the command of God to slay his son, 
hisfeeble nature, without that support, must now 
have been overpowered in extacies of joy at this sud- 
den and miraculous deliverance. 

God did, indeed, “‘ provide himself a lamb for a 
burnt offering,” as you will see by reading the his- 
tory, and “Abraham offered it up in the stead of his 
on.” And here again the Lord renewed to Abra- 
ham the promise, not only that his ‘‘ seed should 
possess the gate of his enemies, but that in his seed 
should all the nations of the earth be blessed.” 

I might proceed with my history, but leaving this 
for a future opportunity, I will improve what I have 
sid in calling your attention to an event which 
bearsa striking resemblance to this transaction. 

Never probably was mortal man called to execute 
acommand so trying to his feelings as was Abraham 
when God said to him “‘ take now thy son thine only 
son Isaac and offer him for a burnt sacrifice.” But 
these words, dreadful as they must have been to 
Abraham, are feeble when compared with these 
awful expressions, ‘‘ Awake, O Sword, against the 
man that is my Fellow.” 

In Isanc we have a striking type of Christ ; and 
it would seem that we can never read the account 
which I have been relating, without thinking of the 
sacrifice of Christ. Zsaac was an only and dearly 
beloved son—Christ is the only and dearly beloved 
Son of God. Abraham was commanded to offer 
his only son, Isaac, for a burnt sacrifice— God so 
loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, 
that whosoever betieveth in him shall not perish 
but have everlasting life.” The wood of the burnt 
offering was laid upon Isaac—Christ was compel- 
led to carry his Cross until it is supposed he faint- 
ed under the ponderous burden. Isaac was patient 
and submissive while he travelled to the place of 
sacrifice—Christ ‘* was led asa lamb to the slaugh- 
ter, and asa sheep before her shearers is dumb, 
80 he opened not his mouth.” Abraham at the 
Command of God bound Jsaac and laid him upon 
the altar; and altho’ he was a tender father, he 
took the knife and was about to become his execu- 
tioner—when Christ was to be made an offering for 
our sin, kis Father withdrew from him his presence, 
and all the tokens of his love; and the blessed Je- 
Sus, being bound, and nailed to the fatal cross, is 
made to cry out in the anguish of his soul, “‘ My 
God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me.” 

Abraham accounted that God was able to raise 
up Isaac even from the dead; “from which also, 
says the apostle, he received him in a figure’— 

od did raise up Christ from the dead, “ for it was 
Not possible that he should be holden of death.” 


ised blessing and became the father of many na-; 
tions—Christ as the promised seed of Abraham re- 
ceived the promises, and became the author of eter- 
nal salvation to all who believe in his name. 

I might pursue the parallel, but leave the subject 
for your own examination and meditation. 

1 hope you will search the Scriptures, and be- 
come more and more acquainted with whatever re- 
lates to the blessed Saviour; and may the Holy 
Spirit enlighten your minds, and impart to you the 
faith of Abraham, that when you come to die, you 
may, through the mercy of God in Christ Jesus, be 
admitted to dwell with Abraham, Isaac and Jacob, 
to go no more out forever.” E. 
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DEATH, BY HYDROPHOBIA, OF A CHRISTIAN 
CHILD IN INDIA. 

The Rev. H. Fisher, chaplain at Meerut, gave 
the following most affecting narrative, at a late 
meeting of the Meerut Bible Society :— 

I will offer to your notice another interesting an- 
ecdote, extracted from a letter lately received, of a 
little boy who was in his earliest infant days bles- 
sed with the superintending care of a pious mother, 
who, herself acquainted with the value of the word 
of God, had learnt to know that the Almighty God 
was a refuge in the hour of calamity, and his word 
a sure support. Strange, but delightful sight! to 
behold a child of five years of age so thoroughly 
aware of the truth of the Bible, and so experimen- 
tally alive to its promises. 

He was playing at his father’s door with his 
bearer, when a large dog passing by fiercely attack- 
ed him, seizing hold of his cheek, and inflicted a 
severe and ghastly wouad; the fangs of the brute 
entering into the child’s mouth. Medical aid was 
obtained and the wound gradually healed, and there 
seemed no farther evil consequences to be appre- 
hended. About a month subsequent to this mis- 
fortune, the poor little fellow was affected, as his 
affectionate mother supposed, only with a common 
fever, and medicine was in consequence adminis- 
tered; but on the following day some spasmodic 
difficulty was perceptible on the child’s attempting 
to drink water: these symptoms were removed by 
medicine, and he appeared better and in good spir- 
its. About 12 o’clock at night, the surgeon, who 
slept by his side, observed an alarming recurrence 
of the unfavourable symptoms, the urgency of which 
had been temporarily relieved by leeches. At five 
the following morning, the poor little patient fell 
into dreadful paroxysms, shortly afier leaving the 
hot bath, and seemed like one making plunging ef- 
forts to escape drowning, crying out every instant 
with alarm. Convulsive struggles continued after 
he was in bed, and he foamed at the mouth consid- 
erably. He was, however, perfectly sensible, and 
inqaired in hurried accents what it could possibly 
be that induced such agony when in the water— 
“Can it be salt-petre?” His anxious mother, in 
the greatest distress, now plainly perceived that 
hydrophobia was actually confirmed in her ehild, 
and made up her mind at once to understand that 
this her beloved one must be resigned into the arms 
ofthe Almighty Jesus. 

And now she felt how good it was, that she 
could speak even to this young creature on the na- 
ture of the change that soon awaited him, with some 
confidence: of being understood ; for he had been 
early taught and always loved the Bible—listening 
with peculiar interest to the narratives recorded 
therein—and dwelling on the remarks and explan- 
ations of his parent, on the various characters 
brought to his notice, with remarkable pleasure, 
and selecting particular passages and men as his 
favourites. 

Presuming on the known state of the child’s 
mind, she at once told him not to be alarmed, but 
that he was going to the Almighty. ‘ You are 
now going to heaven, my love.” He immediately 
caught the words, and in the very midst. of his 
convulsive efforts, interrogated quickly, ‘ To die— 
to the Almighty—to heaven?” As the spasms 





“aac, as the Son of Abraham, inherited the prom- 


gradually lessened on the little sufferer, he repeat 


edly and very tenderly exclaimed, “* Mamma, don’t 
cry! Papa,dou’tcry! 1 shall not go to hell—shall 
1?” He was assured to the contrary; and told, 
that God for Christ’s sake loved him, and would 
not suffer him to go to hell. “ You are going,” 
exclaimed the sorrowing father, “ my dear child, to 
Abraham’s bosom—to Jesus Chri t.” “Yes” replied 
this interesting young disciple, ‘to Abraham’s bo- 
som—to Christ—to Elijah. Oh, Elijah!” [a de- 
ceased friend. ] 

The fits now recuried with considerable violence, 
yet he again entreated his parents not to weep, but 
to call on God’s angels to come and take him. His 
mother urged him to pray. ‘I have prayed, my 
mamma—I do pray!” ‘Ihe convulsions became 
more powerful, and the respiration spasmodically 
quick and hurried, when he supplicated, ‘‘ O Lord, 
have mercy ; O Lord, have mercy!’ ‘The voice 
was sweet and harmonious, and great emphasis and 
precision were given to the words “ have mercy.” 
‘Oh, papa, pray for me! dear mamma, pray for 
me !” 
the body; yet the soul seemed in perfect peace, 
and as if the body was enabled to bear its aboun- 
ding sufferings by the abounding mercies of an in- 
dwelling Christ. Again he exclaimed, “ O Elijah! 
—O Lord!—O my God!” His father assured 
him, “ You will soon be happy, and at rest, Jotin- 
ny.” He replied, “‘O yes, very happy!” Another 
awful struggle followed. ‘The earthly shell seemed 
to cling fast hold of its imprisoned tenant, while 
the struggling soul seemed fighting to escape 
through the dark shadow of death, constantly ex- 
claiming in supplications for mercy. 

At length he repeated, “ Papa, come kneel down 
and pray forme. Oh, when wil! the angels come 1” 
He was assured, ‘ Jesus Christ will take you to 
himeelf.” “ Yes,” he replied emphatically, ‘‘ Christ 
willtake me!” After another short respite, he cried 
aloud, ‘I see Elijah, Elijah! O Lord ! O my God !” 
He asked for some flowers, of which he was al- 
ways particularly fond, from which he selected his 
favourite—the rose. ‘Thank you,” said he,‘ I 
only want the rose. God bless you, dear mamma— 
God bless you, dear-papa!” “ We will soon come 
and join you,” they replied “in heaven.” Ie cal- 
led for his little brother, and his bearer, who had 
been his constant and faithful attendant ever since 
his birth: he desired him, in Hindostanee, to put 
his trust in God, and blessed him. 

United prayers were now offered up to the Throne 
of grace and mercy to take this young and beautiful 

lant—a flower of the Lord’s own cherishing—to its 

indred heaven; and our prayers were heard. The 
disease generally lasts eight days; here it only*ac- 
tually raged three hours. The fits seemed now less 
severe. As we were looking at and watching the 
little sufferer, at the foot ofthe bed, he called out to 
me in a clear, firm voice, ‘‘ Come here, sir, and shut 
my eyes!—aha! aha!” said he, ‘there! there! it 
is now over! papa don’t cry! mamma, don’t cry !” 
He paused a moment—‘ papa! mamma!” ‘“ We 
are close at your side, love.” He summoned me 
by name also, to come near to him, and softly sigh- 
ed out his soul into the hands of his Maker, with the 
affecting words—‘‘ Mercy! mercy! happy ! happy.” 
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THE HAPPY OLD MAN. 

While Henry was one day walking with his sis- 
ter, they rambled by a small house almost sur- 
rounded with trees. Henry had gathered some 
wild flowers for his sister. Ie saw some growing 
near the door of the house,—not in a private gar- 
den, for it would have been wrong to touch them, 
and that he knew; but ona little bank that was 
public,—and he ran out of the road to pick them, 
when he suddenly came in sight ofan old man who 
was sitting at a door just round the corner, and was 
before concealed by an old tree. Henry was a 
sweet blooming boy, and he always looked good na- 
tured, which gave an additional beauty to his coun- 
tenance. Theold man caught a sight of him, and 
very kindly spoke to him, and told him, that if he 
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would gather him a few prettier flowers than those 
he had got, and that would smell sweetly. Henry 
was delighted with the offer ; and after he had got 
a nice nosegay, the old man asked him to sit down 
und rest, and then took him up upon his knee, and 
kissed him, and talked with him. 

He was poor, and. he was lame and very old, 
but he seemed very happy. ‘his made Henry won- 
der. ‘ How happy you seem here,” said Henry? 
*‘why, I wonder you should be so. Shall I be as 
happy when Iam old? And then you are lame and 
poor too: Tam sure it was very good in you to 
give me these pretty flowers.” ‘My dear little 
boy,” said the old man, “ I will tell you what makes 
me happy. I have one friend, who, though I am 
poor, and lame, and old, always loves me, and 1 
love him, and I know that he will never leave me 
nor forsake me ; and this makes every thing plea- 
sant when I think on it.” “ Dear,” said Henry, 
“who ishe? Why, I wonder he does not help you 
out of this cottage.” 

“He is wise and good, my child,” said the old 
man, ‘‘and he knows what is best for me; andifa 
house of gold anda sound pair of legs were best, I 
should have them, for he can do all things.” ‘ Do 
ad things!” said Henry; “ why, nobody can do all 
things but God!” ‘* Well, my dear,” added the old 
man, ‘and he ismy friend. I have loved him ever 
since I was young. I have found his favour better 
than life. I have seen many troubles in a wicked 
world, but Iam sure that all things work together 
for good to them that love God; and when I die, I 
hope to be with him for ever, and then I shall be 
happy indeed!” At this the old man’s countenance 
brightened ; then he iaid his aged and wrinked hand 
on Henry’s head: “ God bless thee, my dear child,” 
said he; “‘take an old man’s blessing. May God 
be thy friend! mayst thou learn always to serve 
him, and not have, when old, to look back on a life 
of wickedness! If God should spare thee, may thy 
hoary hairs be a crown of righteousness ; and mayst 
thou at last dwell with God in heaven!” He then 
kissed Henry ; who, delighted with the kindness of 
the old man, went away happy, thinking how 
good a thing it was to serve God, ifit made people 
so happy even when they were poor and old. 

















GOD PUT ME HERE, 

Almost every child in happy America, who can 
speak at all, can answer the question “who made 
you?” Every one knows that God formed his body 
and breathed into it the breath of life. Perhaps, 
however, there are some, who do not think that God 
also placed them in this good land, in the very town 
where they reside, in the very house and family 
which are so pleasant to them, and under the care 
of such tender parents. But God has done ail this 
for every one of them. Paul said to the Athenians, 
(Acts 17. 24—26,) “God. . hath made of one blood 
all nations of men, to dwell on all the face of the 
earth, and hath determined the times before appoin- 
ted, and the bounds of their habitation.” Now itis 
useful for children to think of these things, that they 
may see how thankful they should be to such a kind 
benefactor, and how wicked it would be nat to love 
such a friend. I will therefore suppose myself 
speaking to the child that is now reading these lines; 
and will ask him to think of the goodness of God to 
bim in placing him where he is. 

My dear child, God might have made you as 
you are, giving you just the same body and the 
same mind; and then instead of putting you in 
America, he might have set you down in Asia, 
among the idolaters of Hindostan. Then, what 
would have been your condition. Your clothing 
would have been one piece of cotton cloth wrapped 
round you ; almost your only food would have been 
rice, from day to day, and yeartoyear. You would 
never have entered a school, especially if you are a 
jittle girl; and neither parents nor school masters 
would have taught you to read. You would have 
had no Bible, no Sabbath, no Sabbath School, no 
Meeting-house or Minister. You would never 
have heard a prayer to the true God, or known that 
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Christ died for sinners and invites children to 
come to him. You would have been taught to wor- 
ship idols, instead of God. Your parents, instead 
of warning you against evil ways, would have 
taught you to be wicked both by precept and exam- 
ple. You might have seen your father die; and then 
your mother lay herself down on a blazing fire by 
the side of the dead body and burn to death, instead 
of living to take care of her poor babes. Or your 
parents might have imagined that their foolish gods 
were angry with them, and to please them might 
have drowned you, or your brothers or sisters, in 
the river, or have made you pass through the fire 
toMoloch. Yes, little reader, if you had been born 
in India, you might have been this very moment 
struggling in the water, or shrieking in the flames, 
and your own parents thrusting you in and refusing 
to hear your cries. So wondertul is the ignorance 
of the poor heathen, and so cruel is their false and 
wicked religion. 

If God had seen fit, you might have been born in 
Africa, with a dark skin, and wool instead of hair. 
But to be black like a negro, would not have been 
so dreadful as to live in Africa, wandering about 
the country, or living in a mud cottage. There 
too are no schools, no ministers, no gospel of Christ, 
and very few of the comforts of life. Yet there you 
might have been sleeping in a peaceful hut, with 
parents that loved you, but not in safety. The 
man-stealers might have come upon you, dashed 
out the brains of your parents, set fire to the whole 
village around you, and carried you away to a land 
ofcruelty and sold you as a slave. Instead of your 
present lot, you might have been this day a little 
slave, trembling at the frown of a West India plan- 
ter, or smarting under the whip of his driver, for the 
most trifling offence or neglect. You might be 
growing up in this state of degrading bondage, 
without the least hope of ever being free. 

If the will of God had been so, you might have 
had your being in one of the Sandwich Islands; in 
the same condition of ignorance and abasement. 
And there, if your parents could not easily support 
you, or should become vexed with your crying, they 
would lay you on the ground, and spreading a 
cloth over you, tread on you till you died. O be 
thankful that you have not been placed in those 
islands of the sea, but in this delightful and blessed 
country. And be thankful too, that some of our 
own countrymen have pitied the Sandwich Islan- 
ders, and gone to teach them the knowledge of God 
and of Jesus Christ. 

Or you might have been born in this land, and 
yet have been deprived of more than half your pres- 
ent blessings. ‘There are African slaves, and pa- 
gan, savage Indians, even in America; and you 
might have been made as one of them. There 
are also many English children in this country, 
who never heard the gospel preached in their lives ; 
who never saw a Bible, and could not read it if they 
had one; who do not know that they have souls to 
live after death, and have never been told the way 
to heaven. There are some such families and 
neighborhoods in New England. There may be 
some poor children in this condition, within a few 
miles of you. 

When you think on these things, my dear child, 
will you not. bless and praise God for placing 
you where he did, and giving you all things richly 
to enjoy? Will you not think much of the poor 
children in Asia, in Africa, in the islands of the 
sea, in the lands of slavery and cruel bondage, in 
the western wilds, in the new settlements of our 
country, in a great many countries of the world 
where darkness reigns? Will you not learn to 
pray, that you may pray to God to have mercy on 
thein, even as he has had mercy on you? Will 
you not earn or save something to send them the 
Bible, and Schools, and Ministers of the gos- 
pel? And as you grow up, if you become quali- 
fied for the work, will you not be ready to go to 
them, and carry them the blessings which you have 
in so rich abundance? Think too of your danger 
of abusing your own privileges, and of being more 
guilty than they at last. God has placed you here. 
But he has made you to love and serve him: and if 
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you do not, the heathen will rise up against yoy ; 
the judgment and condemn you. But O that yo 
may be a believing and obedient child of God; then 
when he takes you away from the earth, he will 
place you in one of his mansions above. 








Detraction—Il{ your enemy is forced to have 
recourse to a lie to blacken you, consider wha " 
comfort it is to think of your having supported such 
a character as to render it impossible for ma 


i lice to 
hurt you without the aid of falsehood. 


er 
Proverb.—Fortitude is the mean between fea, 
and rashness. 
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From the Portlaad Mirror. 
STANZAS TO THE ROSE OF AUTUMN. 
By Mrs. Peabody, of Exeter, N. H. 
Gem of the mildly closing year, 
On_ nature’s breast reclining! 
Oh ! who would leave thy mildness here, 
For bowers in beauty shining ? 
Bloom then along thy native hill, 
By no rude hand invaded ! 
Thy flowers like hope shall flourish still, 
When all but thine are faded ! 


Go—wreathe that pensive form that lies 
O’er love’s last mansion bending, 
And sinks like day insummer skies, 
Or evening’s star descending. 
Smile o’er her sable couch of rest, 
And droop not thus in sorrow, 
For sure the regions of the blest 
Shall be her home to-morrow. 
Go—and with faded garlands bind 
The dark stern brow of madness ! 
And melt that joy deserted mind 
‘To more than childhood’s sadness. 
Tell her of him whose lowly grave 
Shall meet that dark eye never ; 
His pillow isthe stormy wave, 
The deep, his home forever 
Then rest the Autumn’s lingering flower, 
In life’s last fragrance lying ; 
And droop along thy golden bower, 
Sull lovely, though in dying ; 
And thou shalt seem, while fading there, 
In ruin calm reposing, 
Like virtue on thig scene of care 
Her weary eyelids closing ! 


--245- 
HYMN FOR A CHILD. 
PsawmM Ixxiii. 24. 
Hoty Lorp! while saints adore thee 
Standing round thy throne above ; 
While the angels bow before thee 
In that world of light and love ; 
Wilt thou listen to my prayer, 
Make a little child thy care? 
There thy saints are ever praising 
Thee, their glorious God and King ; 
Angels too the chorus raising, , 
Flying with unwearied wing : 
May [I also bring to thee 
Thanks for all thy grace to me? 
Thou art high in glory reigning, 
King of kings and Lord of lords ; 
By thy might all worlds sustaining, 
Wilt thou listen to my words ? 
When I come thy face to seek, 
Wilt thou hear me when I speak ? 
Yes,—though high in heaven seated,— 
Every sorrow, every sigh, ° 
Every prayer, though oft repeated, 
Finds thee near, or brings thee nigh ; 
God is with me night and day ; 
Hears me when I praise and pray. 
While I dwell on earth a stranger, 
Thou wilt daily grace supply ; 
Guide and guard my soul from danger, 
And receive me when I die; 
Then shall I in glory raise 
Songs of everlasting praise. 





